with a humorous little slip of an official who spoke French.
Nothing that I could offer in the way of a pourboire
would induce him to let us slip through on to the plat-
form, but he did promise that we should be first through
the doors when the train arrived and that he would bring
our luggage himself. He kept his word to the best of his
ability, pushing ruthlessly away everyone who joined in
the rush when the bell of the train was heard, and we suc-
ceeded in reaching a compartment where we appropriated
rather more than our share of the racks for our own
things and my wife and I secured two corner seats.
Of that journey I have nothing to say except that it
was as near Hell as anything I have ever imagined. We
spent twelve hours in a mingled atmosphere of garlic, foul
tobacco and worse. The distinction between classes, we
were told, when I ventured upon a protest to the man who
came in to examine our tickets, existed no longer in Spain,
especially for " evacuees," amongst whom he clearly
classed us. There was no sleep nor any rest; a brandy
flask kept us on the edge of living, and we tumbled out on
to the platform at Madrid some twelve hours later a miser-
able trio of exhausted human beings. The fresh air and
a little watery sunshine, followed by three cups of what
was called " bean coffee/* served with dry rusks, revived
us a little. We found a porter to carry our luggage and
we staggered to a voiture. I handed to the driver the card
of the manager of the Ritz with the name of the hotel he
had recommended. I forget the name of the hotel, but it
was a litde way outside the city ; it was approached by a
high flight of steps, it stood in the midst of a beautiful
garden and it had every appearance of luxury and comfort.
Nevertheless from the first I had apprehensions, and
directly I arrived at the desk I found them justified. A
very courteous young man received me, glanced at the
card and indulged in a gesture of deprecation.
" Mr. Oppenheim," he said, " we received also a tele-
phone message from our friend here.   We are desolated,
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